488                  FALSE   REPORT   OF  A   BARONETCY.                [l862-
At Christmas a greeting from Edward Fitzgerald came:
MARKET RISE, WOODBRIDGE, 1862.
Let me hear how you both are and your boys, and where you have been this summer.
I have as usual, nothing to tell of myself: boating all the summer and reading Clarissa Harlowe since; you and I used to talk of the book more than 20 years ago. I believe I am better read in it than almost any one in existence now. No wonder, for it is almost intolerably tedious and absurd. But I can't read the Adam Bedes, Daisy Chains', etc. at all: I look at my row of Sir Walter Scott, and think with comfort that I can always go to him of a winter evening, when no other book comes to hand.
I think you must come over here one summer-day, not till summer, but before more summers are gone. Else, who knows ? Do you smoke ? I sometimes talk with seafaring men who come from Boston in billyboys, and from Goole, and other places in the Humber, and then I don't forget the coast of Locksley Hall.
1863.
In January my father wrote to Frederick Locker, sending at the same time a volume of his poems for his daughter Eleanor:
FARRINGFORD,
Jan. 31^, 1863.
DEAR MR LOCKER,
I am glad that your young lady approves of my little book. Why wouldn't you let me give it to her ? As to this canard of a Baronetcy, I remember the same foolish rumour arising some years ago, and with some little trouble I put it down, or it died down of itself. In this instance the notice had been out in the Athenceum several days before I heard of it, but I